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POETRY : A Magazine of Verse 

But I cannot tell you of what they are made, 
Or where I found them. 

MELLOW 

These soft hours, 

The color of blurred pebbles 

And wan sand, 

Are an old worn fringe 

About the breasts 

Of the mellow afternoon. 

The lilac lake 

Is a saucer — thin — 

Burdened with faint blue rings. 

The brown velvet do;; 
Is a curved attitude 
Upon the lawn. 

Jagged in the black tree-lines 
The frayed sun languishes — 
A pale pink poppy- 
Grown too large. 



WITHOUT CHAPERON 



Frail, 

The white moon leans 
To the green-edged hill. 



To ,9. W 
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Mark Turbyfill 



The aspen lifts 
Its tracery 
Into light. 

The moon slips down 
The edge of night. 

It is odd 

To stand here alone — 
This quaking aspen 
And I. 



THE FOREST OF DEAD TREES 

I climbed up the rough mountain-side 
Through the forest of dead trees. 

I touched their smooth, stark limbs, 

And learned much of the white beauty of death. 

Whose taut, slender thigh was this? 
And this, whose gracious throat? 

life, you are not more beautiful 

Than this silent, curving death is beautiful ! 

And Eternity — 

1 think I heard it cry : 
"Centre within centre, 
Death or Life, 

One am I." 
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